THE   RETURN   JOURNEY

this house: I wanted to. But I had developed my Austrian
character too far.

So I went on to a detestable brutal inn in the town. And
the next day I climbed over the back of the detestable
Rigi, with its vile hotel, to come to Lucerne. There, on
the Rigi, I met a lost young Frenchman who could speak
no German, and who said he could not find people to
speak French. So we sat on a stone and became dose
friends, and I promised faithfully to go and visit him in his
barracks in Algiers: I was to sail from Naples to Algiers.
He wrote me the address on his card, and told me he had
friends in the regiment, to whom I should be introduced,
and we could have a good rime, if I would stay a week or
two, down there in Algiers,

How much more real Algieis was than the rock on the
Rigi where we sat, or the lake beneath, or the mountains
beyond Algiers is very real, though I have never seen it,
and my friend is my friend for ever, though I have lost his
card and forgotten his name. He was a Government clerk
from Lyons, making this his first foreign tour before he
began his military service. He showed me his *circular
excursion ticket* Then at last we parted, for he must get
to the top of the Rigi, and I must get to the bottom.

Lucerne and its lake were as irritating as ever - like the
wrapper round milk chocolate* I could not sleep even one
night there: I took the steamer down the lake, to the very
last station. There I found a good German inn, and was
happy.

There was a tall, thin young man, whose face was red